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figures that lifted and sank, sank and lifted, each one of those
three minds offering its own secret pattern to the occult weaving
of that pregnant moment.
The girl alone, woman-like, was aware of the flowingness of
time. For the others time was static. For Geard it was a static
Eternal, with that wind-shaken piece of old tapestry sinking down
with all three of them into other dimensions. For Lord P. it was
a static Superficial, with the tension stretched taut, like the leash
of a straining dog.
But to the girl, as she held ajar that heavy oaken door, keeping
the wild wind out and yet not keeping it quite out, there came
just then an exultant feeling of lovely, continuous flowingness.
"How strong and mysterious men are," she thought to herself.
"But oh, I'm glad Fm not a man. Xed isn't a man either. And
what a good thing he isn't Ned's only a boy. He couldn't manage
these strong mysterious men like I can.''
It was the Marquis who made the gesture that broke the spell;
but even he did not speak in order to do it. He made a sign to
his daughter to go ahead and he made a sign to Geard to follow
her. He himself followed with his hand over the candle-flame; and
indeed it was necessary for him to give the door a vicious kick
with his foot to close it before he could cross the covered stone-
way after them, and enter King Mark's death-chamber. This they
entered by a similar door to the one he had closed and he man-
aged to get the candle safe into the great empty place without
letting the wind annihilate its tender flame.
Once inside King Mark's room and the little door shut behind
him, Lord P. laid the candle down on a vast piece of furniture
that looked like a long refectory table in a monastery in South
Russia, and, returning to the door through which they had come,
closed it with unnecessary violence.
The young girl ran forward now to the hearth-fire which was
burning very badly. Huge clouds of smoke kept issuing from it;
clouds that rolled across the room and mounted up among the
high rafters. Mr. Geard watched her intently for a second as she
bent down to select a few more inflammable billets of wood to
throw in, on the top of the ones that were smouldering so slowly
and unsatisfactorily there. With the smoke rising up in wisps and